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by * wire saying Tulip had dropped down dead, or lightened
by L news tha* somebody had left me a fortune. Obvious y
I cannot sit in a theatre in that state, and_as it is unlikely
I shall ever come out of that state, what is to become of
me? Answer: Matches and the street-corner. Unless of
course, I die the same night. And so on and so forth No
other complaint or illness affects me in this way of paralysing

Irte meantime sent round to the Labour Exchange for a
chauffeur-handyman. Only three turned up all the others
having gone away for the August Bank Hobday ! One was
patronising, another was your obvious rolling-stone, married
but not living with his wife. The third was an orphan, a waif
and stray from Durham, father killed in the war, had always
lived with his granny. No other relatives except lots of
aunties " Wages ? Would take anything, and in addition put
up with any conditions of living, hours, work, etc This, of
course, always gets more out of me than the cleverest bargaining,
and the Orfling starts on Tuesday.
4us A      Much better to-day, largely owing to the inspiration
Sunday       of Turkey rhubarb, the friend of my youth    Motored
to Clacton, my stand-by when I was ill in 1928.
This is the best air in the world.   See by the papers that John
Tiller is dead.   I genuinely feel this.   Tilley's buffoonery sprang
&om his naive and fumbling mind.   It was that timidity of
which every man in his heart of hearts knows something making
itself vocal  and we all knew kinship with it.   An old Scotch
caddie when I asked him what he thought of the relative merits
of voune Tom Morris and Bobby Jones, answered sternly and
reprovingly :  " Baith o' them played pairfectgowf."   Similarly
I never worried about the relative merits of John Tilley and
Gillie Potter    Both have tickled me infinitely, and there is no
more to be said.   Even the staidest of the Sunday papers records
that at one period Tilley was a traveller in moth-proof paper-
bags 1   It was exactly this sort of thing with which he would
convulse a house.